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in spite of the ouiward
of the speaker, no one,
bishop. had any true con-
the pent up feeling in that
that night Among the men who
d of the weeting and had re-
to the invitation were 20 or 30
who had strolled past the
that afternoon, read the no-
the meeting and had come in
curiosity and to escape the chill
It was n Dbitter night, and
were fu1l bat in that' whele
of over 30,000 sorls, with the
of the saloons, there was not
door_open to the people except the
pure, Christian door of the settle-
Where would & man withont a
without work or without
naturally go unless to a saloon?
It had been the custom at the settle
ment for a free and open discussion to
an open ‘wecting of thia kind,
and when Henry Maxwell finished and
down the bishop, who presided to-
might. rose und made the aunoncement
that any wan in the hall was at liberty
to ask questions, to speak ont his feel-
or declare his convictions. alwars
with the naderstanding that whovver
%ok part was tc observe the simple
rules that govermed parliamentary tod
fes and obey the three winnte rulo.
which by common consent. would be
enforced on account of the numbers
. present
Instantly a number of voices from
men who had been at previons meetings
of this kind exclaimed. **‘Conscnt. con-
sent!’
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The bishop sat down. and immediate. |

E «dy & man near the middle of the hall
~ ®ose and began to speak.

“1 want to say that what Mr. Max-
well has said tonight comes pretty close
to me. | knew Jack Manning, the fel-
Jow he told about. who died at his
house. | worked on next case to his in
& printer’s shop in Philadelphia for two
years Jack was & good fellow. He lent
me §3once when 1 was in g hole, and
1 mever gov a chance to pay it back. He
to New York. owing to a change
the management of the office that
him out. and I never saw him
n. When the linotype machine
in. I was one of the men to go
a8 he did [ have been out
the time since. They say in
are a good thing. I won't al-
it myself, but 1 suppose I'm
A man naturally is when
steady job beeayse n machine

. About this Christianity
t. it’s all right, but 1 Qever
any snch sacrifice on the
rch people. So far as my ob-
goes, they're just as selfish
y for money or worldly
ybody. I except the bishop
and a few others, bus |
‘much difference betwoen

IN HIS STEPS.

Jesus Do?”
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men of the worlil. as they're called, and
church members when it came to busi-
ness and money making, One class is
just as bad ns another there. .

Criesof “That'sso!"™ ““You'reright!"
“Of course!” interrupted the speaker,
and the minute he sat down two men
who were on their feet for several sec-
onds before the first speaker was through
began to talk at once.

The bishop called them to cxder and
indicated which was entitled to the
floor. The man who remained standing
began eagerly :

““This is the first time I was ever in
here, and maybe it'll be the last. Fact
is, I'm about at the end of my string.
I've tramped this city for work until
I'm sick. I'm in plenty of company.
Say, I'd like to ask a question of the
minister if it's fair. May 17"

‘‘That's for Mr. Maxwell to aay,”
said the bishop.

“By all means,'’ replied Mr. Max-
well quickly. “‘Of course I will not
promise to answer it to the gentleman’s
satisfaction. "'

‘“This is my question.’' The man
leaned forward and stretched out a long
arm, with a certain dramatic force that
* grew naturally enough out of his con-

dition as a hnman being. *‘I want to

- know what Jesus would do in my case?

[ haven’t had a stroke of work for two
months. I've got a wife and three chil-
dren, and I love them as much asif 1
was worth a million dollars. I’ve been
living off a little earnings I saved up
during the World's fair jobs I got. I'm
& carpenter by trade, and I've tried ev-
ery way I know to get a job. You say
we ought to take for our motto, ‘What
would Jesus do?” What would he do if
he was out of work like me? I can't be
somebody else and ask the question. 1
want to work. I'd give anything to
grow tired of working ten hours a day
the way | used to. Am I to blame be-
cause I can’t manufacture a job for my-
self? I've got to live and my wife and
my children. But how?! What would
Jesus do?! You say that’s the question
we all ought to ask. "

H Maxwell sat there staring at
‘thi::;xlmof faces all intent on his,
W and no answer to this man's question
seemed, for the time being, to be posei-
ble. *‘OGod!" his heart prayed. *‘This
is a question that brings up the entire
social problem in all its perplexing en-
tanglement of human wrongs and its
present condition, contrary to every de-
sire of God for a human being's wel-
fare. lsthere any condition more awful
than for a man in good health, able and
eager to work, with no means of honest
livelihood unless he does work, actually
unable to get anything to do and driven
to one of three things—begging for
charity at the hands of friends or
strangers or sunicide or starvation?
What would Jesus do? It was a fair
question for the man to ask. It was the
only question he could ask, supposing
him.to be a disciple of Christ, but what
a question for any man to be obliged to
ask under such conditions!"

All this and more did Henry Maxwell
ponder. All the others were thinking in
the same way. The bishop sat there
with a look #o stern and sad that it was
not hard to tell how the question moved
him. Dr. Bruoce bad his head bowed
The human problem had never scemed
to him so tragic as since h% had taken
the pledge and left his church to enter
the settlement. What would Jesus do?
It was a terrible question, and still the
man stood there, tall and gaunt and al-
most terrible, with his arm etretched
out in an appeal which grew every sec-
ond in meaning.

At leng® Mr. Maxwell spoke.

“Is there any man in the rcom who
is a Christian disciple who has been in
lthis condition and has tried to do as
| Jesus wonld do? It so, such a man can
| answer his question better than I cgn.”

There was a moment’s hnsh over the
room, and then & man near the front of
the hall slowly rose. He was an old
man, and the hand he laid on the back
of the bench in front of him trembled
! a8 he spoke
| *I think I can safely say that 1 hove
. many times been in just such a condi-
| tion and have always tried to be a
| Christian under all conditions. I don't
know that 1 have always asked this
question, *What wonld Jesus do?' when
I have beenout of work, but 1 do know
I have tried to be his disciple at all
times. Yes,'' the man went on, with a
| ead smile that was more pathetic to the
bishop and Mr. Maxw®ll than the young
man’s grim despair—*‘yes, 1 have beg-
ged, and I have been to the charity or-
ganizations. and 1 have domne every-
thing when out of a job, except steal
and lie, in order to get food and fuel. 1
don’t know that Jesus would have done
some of the things I have been obliged
to do for a living, tut I know I have
never knowingly done wrong when out
of work. Sometimes I think maybe he
would have starved sooner than beg 1
don't know "

The old man’'s voice trembled, and he
looked around the room timidly A si-
lence followed. broken by a fierce voice
from a large. black haired, heavily
beafded man who sat three seats from
the bishop. The minnte he spoke nearly
every man in the hall leaned forward
eagerly The man who had asked the
question, **What would Jesus do in my
case 't slowly sat down and asked the
man next to him, *Who's that "
“That's Carlsen, the socialistie lead-

Now you'll hear something.
“This is all bosh, to my mind."" be-
gan Carlsen, while his great. bristling
beard shock with the deep, inward
anger of the man.  *‘The whole of our

|
|
|
|
|

er.

Bysten 18 at tault. What we call civi-
lization is votten to the core. There is
no use trying to hide it or cover it up.
We live in an age of trusts and com-
bines and capitalistic greed that means
simply death to thousands of innocent
men, women and children. I thank
God, if there is a God, which I very
much doubt. that I, for one, have never
dared to marry and try to have a home.
Home! Talk of hell! Is there aay big-
ger than the one this man with his
three children has on his hands right
this minute? And he’s only one out of
thousands, and yet this city and every
other big city in this country has its
thousands of professed Christians who
have all the luxuries and comforts and
who go to church Sundays and sing
their hymns about giving all to Jesus
and bearing the cross and following him
all the way and being saved! I don’t
say that there aren't some good men
and women among them, but let the
minister who has spoken to us here to-
night go into any one of a dozen aris-
tocratic churches I could name and pro-
pose to the members to take any such
pledge as the one he's proposed here and
see how quick the people would laugh
at him for a fool or a crank or a fanatic.
Oh, no! That's not the remedy. That
can’t ever amount to anything. We've
got to have a new start in the way of
government. The whole thing needs re-
constructing. I don't look for any re-
form worth anything to come ont of
the churches. They are not with the
people. They are with the aristocrats,
with the men of money. The trusts and
monopolies have their greatest men in
the churches. The ministers as a class
are their slaves. What we need is a
system that shall start from the com-
mon basis of socialism founded on the
rights of the common people’’—

Carlsen had evidently forgotton all
about the three minute rule and was
launching himself into a regular ora-
tion that meant, in his usual surround-
ings, before his usual andience, an hour
at least, when the man just behind him
pulled him down unceremoniously and
rose. Carlsen was angry at first and
threatened a little disturbance, but the
bishop reminded him of the rule, and
be subsided, with several mutterings
in his beard. while the next speaker be-
gan with a very strong eulogy on the
value of the single tax as a gennine
remedy for all the social ills. He was
followed by a man who made a bitter
attack on the churches and ministers
and declared that the two great obsta-
cles in the way of" all true reform were
the courts and the ccclesiastical ma-
chines.

When he sat down, a man who bore
every mark of being a etreet laborer
sprang to his feet and poured out a per-
fect torrent of abuse against the corpor-
ations, especially the railroads. The
minute his time was up a big, brawny
fellow who said he was a metal worker
by trade claimed the floor and declared
that the remedy for the social wrongs
was trades unionism. This, he said.
would bring on the millenninm for la-
bor more than anything else. The next
man endeavored to give some reasons
why g0 many persons were out of em-
ployment and condemned inventions as
the works of the devil. He \~as loundly
applauded by the rest of the ccmpany.

Finally the bishop called time on the
**free for all'’ and asked Rachel to sing

Rachel Winslow had grown into a
very strong. healthful, humble Chris-
tian duoring that wonderful year in

Raymond dating from the Sunday
when she first togk the pledge to do as

Jesus wenld do, and her great talent of
song had been fnlly conscerated to the
service of her Master. When she began
to sing tonizht &t {his settlement mect-
ing, she had never prayed maore deeply
for results t¢ come from her volee—the
voice which she now regurded as the
Master’'s, to be used for hin.

Certainly her prayer was being a-
swered os she sang. She had chosen the
words:

Hark, the volce of Jesus calling,
Follow me, follow nr!

Again Henry Maxwell, sitting there,
wae reminded of his first night at the
Rectangle in tha tént when Rachel sang
the people into quiet. The effect was
the same here.  What wonderful power
a good voice consecrated tothe Master's
service always is! Rachel's great nat-
aral ability would have made her one
of the foremost opera singers of the aze.
Surely this andience had never before
heard such melody. How conld it? The
men who had drifted in from the street
gat entranced by a voice which **hack
in the wotld'" never could be heard by
the common people beeanse the owner
of it would charge £2 or $3 for I!::-l
privilege. The song poured out throneh
the hall as free and glad as if it were a ‘
foretaste of salvation itself.

Carlsen, with his great black bearded
face, absorbed the music with the decp
love of it peculiar to his nationality.
and a tear ran over his cheek and glis-
tened in his beard as his face softened
and became almost noble in its aspecet.
The man out of work who had wanted
to know what Jesus wonld do in his
place sat with grimy hand on the hack
of the bench in front of him, with his
month partly open, his great tragedy
for the moment forgotten. The sdong
while it lasted was food and work and
warmth and union with his wife and
babies once more. The man who had
spoken so fiercely against the churches
and the ministers sat with his head
erect at first, with a look of stolid re-
sistance, as if he stabbornly resented
the introduction into the exercises of
anything that was even remotely con-
nected with the church or its form of
worship. but gradually he yielded to
the power that was swaying the hearts
of all the persons in that room, and a
look of sad thoughtfulness crept over
his face.

The bishop said to himself that night
while Rachel was singing that if the
world of sinful. discased, depraved, lost
humanity conld only have the gospel

preached to it by conscerated prima
dornas and professional tenors nnd altos
and bassos he believed it would hasten
the coming of the kingdom quicker
than any other one force.  *“Why, b,
why,'" he cried in his heart as he lis-
tened. **has the world's great treasure in
soner been so often held far from the

poor Gecause the” persodal possessor os
voice or fingers capable of stirring di-
vinest melody bas o often regarded the
gift as something with which to malke
money ?  Shall theve be no martyrs
among the gifted ones of the earth?
Shall there be no giving of this great
gift as well as of others?"

And Henry Maxwell again, as before,
called up that other audience at the
Rectangle. with increasing longing for
a larger spread of the new discipleship.
What he had seen and heard at the set-
tlement burned into him deeper the be-
lief that the problem of the city would
be solved if the Christians in it should
once follow Jesus as he gave command-
ment. But what of this great mass of
humanity, neglected and sinful. the
very kind of humanity the Savionr
came to save, with all its mistakes and
narrowness, its wretchedness and loss
of hope—above all, its unqualified bit-
terness toward the church? That was
what smote Henry Maxwell deepest.

Was the church, then, so far from the
Master that the people no longer found
him in the church? Was it true that
the church had lost its power over the
very kind of humanity which in the
early ages of Christianity it reached in
the greatest numbers? How much was
true in what the socialist leader said
about the uselessness of looking to the
church for reformi or redemption be-
cause of the selfishness and seclusion
and aristocracy of its members?

He was more and more impressed
with the appalling fact that the com-
paratively few men in the hall, now
being held quiet for awhile by Rachel’s
voice, represented thousands of others
just like them. to whom a church and
a minister stood for less than a saloon
or a beer garden as a source of comfort
or happiness. Ought it to be so? If the
church members were all doing as Jesus
would do. could it remain true that
armies of men would walk the streets
for jobs and hundreds of them curse
the church and thousands of them find
in the saloon their best friend? How
far were the Christians responsible for
this haman problem that was personally
illustrated right in this hall tonight?
Was it true that the great city churches
wotild. as a rule, refuse to walk in Je-
sus’ steps so closely as to suffer, actusal-
ly sufier, for his sike?

: [TO BE CONTINUED.]

THOSE BOER LADIES.

By Mliddle Life They Are Almost Too
Fat to Walk, ;

The Boer woman is very little like

the trim, handsome Dutchwoman of
her ancestral Holland, She is seldow

pretty. Ier complexion is her priuci-
pal charm, and she guards this care-
fully whenever she goes out. She is
never seen outdoors without a greay
peaked bonnet on her head, her visits
to church being made behind an al-
most oriental seclusion of veils. This
is necessary to preserve the pink and
white of her skin, for the climate
would otherwise soon tan it to the col-
or of soie leather, Iler eyes are small
and set close together, and her features
are irregular. Her cheeks are broad
and flat, and her hair is naturally light
in color, although time aund weather
soon bleach it frow its carly straw
color. At a very early age she loses
all her teeth, for she is constantly
chewing sweet cakes and confeetion-
ery.

A Luropean woman would _replace
the molars that nature has deprived
ber of with well mounted works of
art, but the Boer weman does got do
this. She thinks it would be impious
thus to try to duplieate the work cof
the Creator. Her figure is thick amdl
almost waistless.  While still a young
woman she begins to grow fat, and
by the time middle life is reachied she
Is often so unwieldy that the only ex-
ercise she is able to take is to waddle
cumbeously from one armchair to an-
other. Bhe is clad in a loose, scantily
made gown, devoid of trimming and
apparently waistless, The day gar-
ments of the Boers are also their night-
clothes, so the gown is generally wrin-
kled.—Charleston News and Courier.

Samon's Tnlking Man,
Samoa’s talking man, or “tolafali,”
Is a eharacter.  All the affairs of state
of the viillage in wileh he holds oflice
are carvied upon his shoulders.  In or-
dipary he is the chief adviser, persuad-

er, convincer amwd resirainer of the
leading chiofs,
Having the gift of eloguence, he

makes the most of it. He enjoys im-
munity from many things, He cannot
be spoken of in ovdinary terms, If it
should be necessary to speak of his
eyves or his mouth or Lis limbs, special
honorable words must be used, words
which attach to him alone and have
never been applied to the persona!l
parts of ovdinary men, '

As he stands to deliver his soft, per-
suasive, mellifluous oratory, with staff
of oflice in his hand and his tly duster
thrown over his shonlder, any one ean
see that he is a man of great impor-
tance, or if this is not apparent from
his attitude it may be gathered from
the attention paid to his utterances by
gray haired chiefs and by youths and
maidens. If the talking man is a clov- |
er fellow and understands his busi- |
ness, he is the ehief ruling power in his |
tribe, although the nominal headship |

—
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Our Curious Brain,

A wonderful picce of self analysis,

| worthy of St, Augustine, which occurs

in one of John Donne's funeral ser-

mons, gives poignant expression to

what must doubtless have been a com-
mon condition of so seusitive a brain.

“I throw myself down in my cham-
ber, and 1 call in and invite God and
his angels tozether, and when they are
| there 1 neglect God and his angels for

the noise of a fly, for the rattling of a
coach, for the whining of a dog; I talk
on in the same posture of prayer, eyes
lifted up, knees bowed down, as though
I prayed to God, and if God should ask
me when I last thought of God in that
prayer I eannot tell. Sometimes I find
that I forgot what I was about, but
when I began to forget it I eannot tell.
A memory of yesterday's pleasures, a
fear of tomorrow’s dangers, a straw
under my knee, a noise in mine ear, a
chimera in my brain, troubles me in
my prayer.”

It i3 this brain, turned inward upon
itself and darting out on every side in
purely random excursiors that was re-
gponsible, 1 cannot doubt, for all the
contradictions of a career in which the
Inner logic is not at first apparent.—
Fortnightly. :

Two Ral'rond Passes.

When its limited express trains were
put ou some years 2go, the Lake Shore
Railway company aecided to charge
extra for the priviloge of riding on
them, and John Newv.ell, who was pres-
ident of the systen at that time, gave
orders that passes, half rate tickets,
ete., should not be hounored on <he *“fli-
ers.” It was not {utended, ¢f course,
that the complimentaries issued to high
officials of other roads should be void
on the fast trains, but through an over-
sight o yearly pass was sent to D. W.
Caldwell, president of the Nickel Plate,
which bere on its face the words:

“Not good on Lake Shore limited
trains.”

A few days after Mr. Caldwell's pass
had been issued Mr. Newell received
an annual pass on the Nickel Plate
with the following indorsement:

“*Not goord on passenger trains.”

Messrs. Newell and Caldwell remain-
ed conrsistent enemies until the former
died and was succeeded by the latter
as president of the Lake Shore.—Chi-
cago Times-Herald.

Somewhat Mixed.

A gentleman from a neighboring
town in Mississippi told the following
last night:

“1 walked into a small store the oth:
er day and found the proprietor lying
on the counter just dozing off into a
sleep.  ITe roused himself on my ap-
proach, and, jumping to the foor,
quoted the familiav line:

*“*A horse! A horse!
for a horse!’

“ “Where did you get that? 1 asked.

**Oh, don’t you know? That's what
Absalom said when his horse ran un-
der the tree and left him hanging by
the hair to a limb. 1 thought every-
body knew where that came from,’ "—
‘Memphis Scimitar,

My kingdom

Great City For Prayer.
A visitor to Moscow soon digcovers
why it is called the Iloly City. Ev-

ey 200 or 300 feet there is a eathedral, |

church, chapel or shrine, and which-
ever way you look you
erossing themselves.  Until one
not easily understood. The outsider
cannot imagzine Moscow couditions. He
cannot imagine church bells ringing
all the time aud people praying in the
public streets at all hours of day and
night.

. Mausie Faor Fish Balt.

An eceentrie hermit named Villiam
Schueller, who lives at IPranklin, Mich.,
Is said to be one of the most successful
fishermen in his part of the countrr.
and he claims to call the fish to him
by singing “Old Hundredth.” He goes
out in his boat and takes a station in
fairly tlr-p water. Then he sings, at
the samb time keeping his eves on the
water in searcll of fish, Gradually the
fish crowd about his boat, he claims,
and when enough are gathered togeth-
er the wily fisherman casts a net and
catelies dozens at a single haul.  The
old gentleman has a famous voice, and
his neizhhors are inelined to believe
his strange story.—Chicago Record.

Honest Boy.

“I am glad there are a few honost
people left. Two years ago 1 sent a
boy around the corner to buy a postal
cari. I have never seen the boy to
this day.”

“You don’t eall that boy honest®”

“Yes, sir. This morning 1 received
a postal with this on the baek: *‘Dear
Sir—IHcre is your postal. 1 started in
business with the penny you gave me
and have prospered. ‘Thanks.”—Chi-
cago News.

Klasing and Hugging Take Time,

It's all very well for you and Nellie
and Emsie to unite in millions of hugs
and Kisses, but please consider the
time it would occupy your poor old
very busy uncle. Try hugging and
kissing Emsie for a minute by the
wateh, and 1 don't think you'll man-
age it more than 12 hours a dayv.—Let-

I . A
Is always vested in a chief or patri- | ter of Lewls Carroll.

archal figurchead.

And the Minister Smiled,
The Yo'k (Me.) Transeript says that
a Portland minister rqeently called up-

on one of the familiés in his parish. | o
ITe ascended the steps and knocked at |

the door. Reeeciving no response, he
was about to depart when he heard a

| window in the next house open and a

woman’s voice say, “Mrs, Smith, the
minister's at your door.”

What was the pastor's surprise and |
Mrs. |

amnsement  when he  cauneht
Swith’s response wafted gently around

the corner of the house, “Sh, don't you |

s'pose T know jt!" !

The nest Sunday after service Mrs. |
Smith met her pastor and uxprosspdi
her sorrow that she was away when he
had called.

CUBAN 0IL cures Cuts,
Burns, Bruises, Rheuma-
tism and Sores.
h

Price, 25 cts
Hugheon Ligon o

FOR A LE.

EXTRA FINE
BARREDP! YMOUTHS

s _ »
Viso, K-gs for Hatebivg 15 for $2 00

Nieely Packed in New Baskets?

JUHN A CULLOM,

Ridge Spring, 8. C.
Jin 21 4y

see people |
has |
seen Moscow the piety of the place is |

(YHOICE Vegetables

will always find a ready
market—but only that farmer
can raise them who has studied
the great secret how to ob-
tain both quality and quantity
by the judicious use of well-
balanced fertilizers. No fertil-
izer for Vegetables can produce
a large yield unless it contains
at least 89 Potash. Send for
| our books, which furnish full
information. \We send them
Lfree of charge.
GERMAN KALI WORKS,

93 Nassau 5t., New York.

Sonth Carolina and Georgia
tension R. R. Company.

Schedule No. 4—In effect 12.01 a. m., Son-
day, December 24, 1899,

Between

Camden S. C, and Blacksburg, 8. C.

Er-

WEST. EAST.
2d el st el lst ¢l 2del
*#35 %33 Eastern time. €32 *34
Pm pm STATIONS. rm pm
820 1250 Camden 1225 b6 30
80 115 Dekalb 1102 450
920 127 Westville 1150 4 30
1060 1 40 Kerghaw 1135 410
1120 210 Heath Springs 1120 315
1135 215 Pieasant Hill 1115 300
1230 235 Lancaster 1065 235
1co 2rf0 Riverpide 10 40 100
120 300 Spriogdell 1030 1240
230 310 Catawba Juuction 10 20 12 20
2850 3:0 Leslie 1012 11 00
310 340 Rock Hill 10 00 10 40
410 365 New Port 935 B20
445 42 Tirzah 930 800
630 420 Yorkville 916 T30
600 435 Sharon 900 6 60
625 450 Hickory Grove 845 6 20
635 boo Smyroa 835 600
700 520 Blacksburg 815 530
pPm pm am am
Between

Blacksburg, 8. C., and Marion, N. C

WEST. EAST.
2dcl 1st el Ist ¢l 2del
®]1 =33 Esstern time. *32 *)3
Am pm STATIONS. 's m pm
810 630 Bladksburg 748 840
830 545 Earls 732 6120
840 6650 Patterson Springs 725 612
920 600 Shelby 715 6o
1000 520 Lattimore 665 4t0
1010 6128 Mooresboro 648 440
1025 638 Hecrietta 638 420
1050 656 Forest City 620 350
1115 710 Rutberfordton 605 225
1135 722 Millwood 566 305
1146 735 Gold:n Valley 540 2560
12056 740 Thermal City 6537 245
1225 768 Glenwood 517 220
1250 815 Mariou 500 200
pm pm Em pm
West. Gaffoey Division, East.
|18t Class | EASTERN TIME. | 1st Olese
15 113 | STATIOMS. | 14] 16
| _— —
‘om am AEm pm
1100 660 Blacksburg 750 206
{120 610 Cberckee Falls 730 240
140 © 40 iGaffoey 710 220
4’ pPU am « am. pm

: *Daily exc pt Sunday,

Train No 32 leaving Marion, N. C.
0 m, making close connection at Blacksburg, S
', with the Southern’s train No 26 for Char-
lotte, N C, and all points East and conneecting
witk the Southern’s vestibule going to Atlanta,
Ga. ond all points West, uad will receive pas-
sengers going East from train No 10, on the C &
N W R R, at Yorkville, § C, at 8 45 am, and
connects at Camden, 8 C, with the Southern’s
train No 78, arriving in Ckarleston, 8 17 p m,

Train No 34 with passenger coach attached
leaving Blacksburg at 5 30 a m, aud conneeting
at Rock Hill with the Southern’s Fiorida train
for all points South,

Train No 33 leaving Camden, S C, at 12 50
p m, alter the arrival of the Southern’s Char-
leston train connects at Lanpcaster, 8 C, with
the L& C R K, at Catawba Junction with
the & A L, going East, at Rock Hill, 8 C, with
the Southern’s train, No 34, for Charlotie, N
¢, apnd all points East. Ccnneets at York.
ville, S ©', with train NoQontheCa N W R
L, for Chester, 8 C. At Blacksburg wi'h the
Southern’s vestibule going East, ana the South-
ern’s train No 35 going West, and conneeting
at Marion N C with the Southern both Kast and
West.
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SAMUEL HUNT, President.
A. TRI”P, Superintendent,
| 8. B LUMPKIN, Gen’! Pussenger Awant.

BARRED PLYMOUTH ROCK
EGGNS
From Thooroughbred Prize Winners
$1.50 FOR 15,

Safe Arnival Goarenteed.

L. C. DARREY,

Box 12. Sunny Side, Ga.
Jan 3l im
Albums ! Phot-graph, Autograph and

Serap. H G Oas'een & Co.

Atintic  Coast Line  PRailread
Cowpany of Seuth Carolina.

CONDENSED SCHEDULE.

Ir effect January 14ih, 1800.
SOUTH. NORTR.
No No No No
*35 157 f66 32
8 02 Lv Darlington Ar 8 05
8 45 Lv Eiliott Ar 7 20
925 Ar Sumter Lv 6 40
3 46 Lv  Sumrter Ar 618
4 43 Ar  Creston Lv 5 27
545 Lv Cresicn Ar 3 50
| 9 16 Ar Pregnalls Lv 10 00
510 Orangeburg 5 02
5 48 Denmark 4 23
Y Augusta 2 30
lam am pm pm
*Duily  TOsily excopt Surday.

E Truine 32 wed 35 carry thiough Pullmen
alnce Buflet Sleeping Corg betmeen New

P
| Yotk nnd Mucon via Augusia
'T M EMERSON H M EMERSON,
Tinthic Mannger, Gen'l Pass. Agt
J RKENLY, Geu'l Nuveger.



